io8                THE  GRAND  JURY

guides sheep, and wore the cheerful air of congenial
labour successfully performed. Turning up the refer-
ence in the book of cases presented to each juror, Mr,
Clarkson found : " Charles Jones, 35, clerk ; forging
and uttering, knowing the same to be forged, a receipt
for money, to wit, a receipt for fees on a plaint note
of the Fulham County Court, with intent to defraud.1'

"This threatens to be a very abstruse case/' he
remarked to a red-faced juror on his right.

" A half of bitter would elucidate it wonderful to
my mind," was the answer.

But already a policeman had been sworn, and given
his evidence with the decisiveness of a gramophone.

"Any questions ? " said the foreman, looking round
the table. No one spoke.

" Signify, gentlemen, signify! " cried the genial
usher, and all but Mr. Clarkson held up a hand.

"Two, four, six, eight, ten, twelve," counted the
usher, totting up the hands till he reached a majority.
"True Bill, True Bill! Next case. Page eleven,
number fifty-two."

" Do you mean to tell me that is all ? " asked Mr.
Clarkson, turning to his neighbour.                    **

"Say no more, and I'll make it a quart," replied
the red-faced man, ticking off the lastroase and turning
up the new one, in which a doctor was already giving
his evidence against a woman* charged with the wilful
murder of her newly-born male child.

" Signify, gentlemen, signify! " cried the usher.
" Two, four, six, eight, ten, twelve. True Bill, True
Bill! Next case. Page fourteen, number seventy-
two."

"Stop a moment," stammered Mr. Clarkson, half
rising; " if you please, stop one moment. I wish to